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ADVERTISEMENT. 

IT  was  a  real  Defire  to  do  good,  amongft  a  very 
large  and  ufeful  Body  of  People,  that  gave 
Rife  to  this  little  Piece.  The  Author  thought  the 
Stage,  where  the  Bad  might  be  difgrac'd,  and  the 
Good  rewarded,  the  mod  ready  and  effectual  Me- 
thod for  this  Purpofe  :  And,  as  he  never  wrote 
before  in  the  Dramatic  Way,  and  was  unwilling 
to  be  known,  he  was  happy  in  recommending  the 
Performance,  by  the  Afllftance  of  a  Friend,  to  the 
Care  and  Judgment  of  Mr.  Gar  rick. 

Nov.   5,   1759. 


HIGH    LIFE 

BELOW    STAIRS. 

A     C     T       I. 

SCENE,  y^/^  Apartment  in  FreemanV  Houfe. 

Freeman  and  Lo ve  l  ,  entering. 
FREEMAN. 
F"^^"^  Country  Boy  !  ha,  ha,  ha.     How   long 
^  y^   ^  has  this  SchenTiC  been  in  your  Head  ? 
^         )8(  L  O  V  E  L. 

U^mmJ/k  Some  Time — I  am  now  convinc'd  of 
what  you  have  often  been  hinting  to  me,  that  I 
am  confoundedly  cheated  by  my  Servants. 
FREEMAN. 
Oh !  are  you  fatisfied  at  lad,  Mr.  Lovel  ?  I  al- 
ways told  you,  that  there  is  not  a  worfe  Set  of  Ser- 
vants in  the  Parifli  of  St.  James*s,  than  in  your 
Kitchen. 

LOVEL. 

'Tis  with  fome  Difficulty  I  believe  it  now,   Mr. 

Freeman  j  tho',  I  muft  own,   my  Expences  often 

A  2  make 
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make  me  (tare  —  Philip,  lam  fure,  is  an  honeft 
Fellow  ;  and  I  will  fwear  for  my  Blacks  —  If  there 
is  a  Rogue  among  my  Folks,  it  is  that  furly  Dog 
Tom. 

FREEMAN. 

You  are  miftakcn  in  every  one.  Philip  is  an 
hypocritical  Rafcal  :  'Tcm  has  a  good  deal  of  furly 
Honefty  about  him  :  and  for  your  Blacks,  they  are 
as  bad  as  your  Whites.  ^ 

L  O  V  E  L.  f 

Prithee,  Freeman^  how  came  you  to  be  fo  well 
acquainted  with  my  People  }  None  of  the  Wenches 
are  handfome  enough  to  move  the  Affl-ftions  of  a 
middle-aged  Gentleman  as  you  are.     Ha,  ha,  ha. 
FREEMAN. 

You  are  a  young  Man,  Mr.  LcveU  and  take  a 
Pride  in  a  Number  of  idle,  unneceflary  Servants, 
who  are  the  Plague  and  Reproach  of  this  King- 
dom. 

L  O  V  E  L. 

Charles,  you  are  an  old-fafhion'd  Fellow.  Ser- 
vants a  Plague  and  Reproach  !  ha,  ha,  ha.  1 
would  hive  lorty  more,  if  my  Houle  would  hold 
them.  Why,  Man,  in  "Jamaica,  before  I  was  ten 
Years  old,  1  had  a  hundred  Blacks  kifiing  my  Feet 
every  Day. 

F  R  E  E  M  A  N. 

You  Gentry  of  the  Weftern  Ides  are  high-mettled 
Ones,  and  love  Pomp  and  Parade  —  I  have  Icen  it 
delight  your  Soul,  when  the  People  in  the  Street 
have  flared  at  your  Equipage  ;  efpecially  if  they 
whifper'd  loud  enough  to  be  heard,  "  That  is 
"  *Squire  Level,  the  great  PFcJl- India.'"  Ila,  ha,  ha. 
L  O  V  E  L. 

I  fhould  be  very  forry  if  we  were  as  fplenetic  as 
ycu  Northern  Iflanders,  who  are  devoured  with 
Melancholy  and  Fog.     Ha,  ha,  ha!  No,  Sir,  we 

arc 
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are  Children  of  the  Sun,  and  are  born  to  diffufe 
the  bounteous  Favour  which  our  noble  Parent  is 
pleafed  to  beftow  on  us. 

FREEMAN. 
I  wifh  you  had  more  of  your  noble  Parent's  Re- 
gularity, and  lefs  of  his  Fire.     As  it  is,  you  con- 
fume  fo  faft,  that  not  one  in  twenty  of  you  live  to 
be  fifty  Years  old. 

L  O  V  E  L. 

But-in  that  fifty  we  live  two  hundred,  my  Dear  ; 
mark  that.  —  But  to  Bufinefs — I  am  refolv'd  upon 

rny  Frolick 1  will  know  whether  my  Servants 

%re  Rogues  or  not.     If  they  are,  I'll  baflinado  the 
Rafcals ;  if  nor,  I  think  I  ought  to  pay  for  my 

Impertinence. Pray  tell  me  ;  is  not  your  Robert 

acquainted  with  my  People  ?  Perhaps  he  may  give 
a  lictle  light  into  the  Thing. 

FREEi^AN. 

To  tell  you  the  Truth,  Mr.  Lovely  your  Servants 
are   fo  abandoned,  that  I   have  forbid   him  your 

Houfe However,  if  you  have  a  Mind  to  afk 

him  any  Qneftion,"  he  fiiall  be  forthcoming. 
L  O  V  E  L.    ' 
Let  us  have  liim. 

FREEMAN. 

You  fnall  ;  but  it  is  an  hundred  to  one  if  you  get 
any  thing  out  of  him  ;  for,  though  he  is  a  very 
honeft  Fellow,  yet  he  is  fo  much  of  a  Servant,  that 
he'll  never  tell  any  thing  to  the  Difadvantage  of 

another- Who  waits  .'^    [Enter  Servant.]     Send 

Robert  to  me [Exit  Servant.]     And  what  was 

it  determin'd  you  upon  this  Projedl  at  laft  .? 
L  O  V  E  L. 

This  Letter.  It  is  an  anonymous  one,  and  fo 
ought  not  to  be  regarded  ;  bwx.  it  has  fomething 
honeft  in  it,  and   put  me  upon  fatisfying  my  Cu- 

riofity. Read  it.  [Gives  the  Letter. 

FREEMAN. 
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FREEMAN. 
I  fhould  know  fomethingof  this  Hand — [Reads. 
*'  To  Peregrine  Lovel,  Efq-y 
"  Pleafe  your  Honour, 
*'  I  take  the  Liberty  to  acquaint  your  Honour, 
**  that  you  are  fauly  cheated  by  your  Servants. — 

**  Your  Honour  will  find  it  as  I  fay. 1  am  not 

"  willing  to  be  known,  whereof,  if  1  am,  it  may 
*'  bring  one  into  Trouble. 

''  So  no  more,  from  your  Honour's 

"  Servant  to  command.'* 
—Odd  and  honed  !  Well  —  and  now  what  aie  the 

Steps  you  intend  to  take  ? [Returns  the  Letter^* 

LOVEL. 
I  fliall  immediately  apply  to  my  Friend  the  Ma- 
nager for  a  Difguife — Under  the  Form  of  a  gawky 
Country   Boy,    1    will  be  an   Eye-witnefs  of  my 

Servants  Behaviour you   muft  aflifl:  me,  Mr, 

FycenhVri. 

FREEMAN. 
As  how  .'^  Mr.  Lovel. 

LOVEL. 

My  Plan  is  this I  gave   it  out,  that  I  was 

going  to  my  Borough  in  Devonjhire^  and  Ycllfiday 
fet  out  with  a  Servant  in  great  Form,  and  lay  a^ 

Bafivgftoke. 

FREEMAN. 
Well  ? 

LOVEL. 
I  order'd  the  Fellow  to  make  the  bed  of  his  Way 
down  into  the  Country,  and  told  him  that  I  would 
follow  him  ;  inftead  of  that,  I  turn'd  back,  and  am 

jufl:  come   to   Town  :  Ecce  Sigmm  ! [Povjts  /a 

his  hots. 
F  R  E  E  M  A  N. 
It  is  now  One  o'Clock. 

LOVEL. 
This  very  Afternoon  I   (hall  pay  my  People  a 
Vifit. 

FREEMAN. 
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FREEMAN. 

How  will  you  get  in  ? 

L  O  V  E  L. 

When  I  am  properly  habited,  you  (hall  get  me 
introduc'd  to  Philip  as  one  of  your  Tenants  Sons, 
who  wants  to  be  made  a  good  Servant  of. 
FREEMAN. 
They  will  certainly  difcover  you. 

L  O  V  E  L. 
Never  fear  ;  I'll  be  fo  countrify'd,  that  you  fhall 
not  know  me. — As  they  are  thoroughly  perfuaded 
I  am  many  Miles  off,  they'll  be  more  eafily  im- 
pofed  on.  Ten  to  one  but  they  begin  to  celebrate 
my  Departure  with  a  drinking  Bout,  if  they  are 

what  you  defcribe  them. 

FREEMAN. 

Shall  you  be  able  to  play  your  Part  ^ 

L  O  V  E  L. 
I  am  furpriz'd,  Mr.  Freeman,  that  you,  who  have 
known  me  from  my  Infancy,  ihould  not  remember 
my  Abilities  in  that;  Way.     But  you  old  Fellows 
have  fhort  Memories. 

FREEMAN. 

What  (hould  I  remember  ? 

L  O  V  E  L. 
How  I  play'd  Daniel  in  the  Confdotis  Lovers  at 
School,  and  afterwards  arriv'd  at  the  diftinguiili'd 

Charadier  of  the  mighty  Mr.  Scnib. — 

[Ivlimicking, 
FREEMAN. 

Ha,  ha,  ha!  That  is  very  well. — Enough. 

Here  is  Robert. 

Enter  Robert. 

Your  Honour  order'd  me  to  wait  on  you. 

FREEMAN. 

I  did,  Robert Robert 

ROBERT. 
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ROBERT. 

Sir 

FREEMAN. 
Come  here — You  know,  Robert.  I  have  a  good 

Opinion  of  your  Integrity. 

ROBERT. 
I  have  always  endeavour'd  that  your  Honour 
fhould. 

FREEMAN. 

Pray,  have  not  you  fome  Acquaintance  among 
Mr.  Lovers  People  ? 

ROBERT. 
A  httle,  pleafe  your  Honour. 
FREEMAN. 
How  do  they  behave  ?  —  We  have  nobody  but 

Friends You  may  fpcak  out. 

L  O  V  E  L. 
Ay,  Robert^  fpeak  out. 

ROBERT. 
I  hope   your  Honours  will  not  infift   on  my 
faying  anything  in  an  Affair  of  this  Kind. 
L  O  V  E  L. 
Oh,  but  we  do  infift — If  you  know  any  thing.— 

ROBERT. 
Sir,  I  am  but  a  Servant  myfelf,  and  it  would  not 
become  me  to  fpeak  ill  of  a  Brother  Servant. 
FREEMAN. 
Pflia  !  This  is  falfe  Honefty — fpeak  out. 
ROBERT. 

Don't  oblige  me,  good  Sir. Confider,  Sir,  a 

Servant's  Bread  depends  upon  his  Carackter. 
L  O  V  E  L. 

But  if  a  Servant  ufes  me  ill 

ROBERT. 
Alas !  Sir,  what  is  one  Man's  Poifon  is  another 
Man's  Meat, 

FREEMAN. 
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FREEMAN. 

You  fee  how  they  trim  for  one  another. 

ROBERT. 
Service,  Sir,  is  no  Inheritance. — A  Servant  that 
is  not  approv'd  in  one  Place,  may  give  Satisfac- 
tion  in   another,     Every  Body   muft   live,    your 
Honour. 

L  O  V  E  L. 
Robert^  I  like  your  Heartinefs,  as  well  as  your 
Caution  ;  but  in  my  Cafe,  it  is  neceffary   that  I 
fhould  know  the  Truth. 

ROBERT. 
The  Truth,  fir,  is  not  to  be  fpoken  at  all  Tinfies ; 

it  may  bring  one  into  Trouble,  whereof  if^ 

E  R  E  E  M  A  N.     (Mufmg.) 
"  Whereof  if"  — Pray,  Mr.    LoveU  let  me  fee 
that  Letter  again  [Lovel  gives  the  Letter,  \ — Aye — 
It  muft  be  fo — Robert  ? 

ROBERT. 
Sir. 

FREEMAN. 
Do  you  know  any  thing  of  this  Letter } 

ROBERT. 
Letter,  your  Honour  ? 

FREEMAN. 
Yes,  Letter.? 

ROBERT. 

I  have  feen  the  Hand  before. 
LOVEL. 
He  bluihes ! 

FREEMAN. 

I  aflc  you.  If  you  were  concern'd  in  writing  this 
Letter  .?— You  never  told  me  a  Lye  yet,  and  I  ex- 
pedl  the  Truth  from  you  now. 
ROBERT. 
Pray  your  Honour,  don't  afl:  me. 

FREEMAN. 
Did  you  write  it  .? — ^Anfwer  rpe  ?  — — 

B  ROBERT. 
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ROBERT. 
I  cannot  deny  ir.  [Bowing. 

L  O  V  E  L. 
What  induc'd  you  to  it  ? 

ROBERT. 

I  will  tell  Truth.  — I  have  feen  fiich  Wafte  and 

Extravagance,  and  Riot  and  Drunkenefs,  in  your 

Kitchen,  Sir,  that,  as  my  mafter's  Friend,  I  could 

not  help  difcovering  it  to  you. 

L  O  V  E  L. 

Go  on. 

ROBERT. 

I  am  forry  to  fay  it  to  your  Honour  ;  but  your 
Honour  is  not  only  impofcd  on,  but  laught  at  by 
ail  your  Servants  j  efpecially  by  Philips  who  is  a 

i very  bad  Man. 

L  O  V  E  L. 
Philip  ?  An  ungrateful  Dog  !  —  Well  ? 

ROBERT. 
I  could  not  prefume  to  fpeak  to  your  Honour ; 
and  therefore,  I  refolv'd,  though  but  a  poor  Scribe, 
to  write  your  Honour  a  Letter. 
L  O  V  E  L. 
Robert,  I  am  greatly  indebted  to  you. — Here— 

[Offers  Money, 
ROBERT. 
On  any  other  Account  than  this,  J   (hould  be 
proud  to  receive  your  Honour's  Bounty  -,  but  now 

i  bfg  to  be  excus'd [Refufes  the  Money. 

L  O  V  E  L. 
Thou  h?.(l  a  noble   Heart,  Robert,  and  I'll   not 
forget  you. — Freeman,  he  muft  be  in  the  Secret — 

Wait  your  Mafter's  Orders. 

ROBERT. 
I  will,  your  Honour.  [Exit. 

FREEMAN. 

Well,  Sir,  are  you  convinc'd  now  ? 

-^  LOVEL. 


BELOW    STAIRS.  ir 

L  O  V  E  L. 

-  Convlnc'd  ?  Yes  j  and  I'll  be  among  the  Scoiin-^ 

drcls  before  Night — You  or  Robert  muft  contrive 

fome  Way  or  other  to  get  me  introducM  to  Philipy 

as  one  of  your  Cottager's  Boys  out  of  E[[ex. 

FREEMAN. 

Ha,  ha,  ha  !  you'll  make  a  fine  Figure. 

L  O  V  E  L. 

They  fhall  make  a  fine  Figure. It  mufl:  be 

done  this  Afternoon-,  walk  with  me  acrofs  the 
Park,  and  I'll  tell  you  the  Whole. — My  Name  Ihali 

be  Jemmy And  I  am  come  to  be  a  Gentleman's 

Servant — and  will  do  my  beft,  and  hope  to  get  a 
good  Carackter.  [Mimicking. 

FREEMAN. 
But  what  will  you  do  if  you  find  them  Rafcals  ? 

L  O  V  E  L. 
Difcovcr  myfelf,  and  blow  them  all  to  the  Devil. 
Come  along 

FREEMAN. 

Ha,  ha,  ha  ! Bravo Jemmy Bravo, 

tka,  ha!  \E:<eunt. 

SCENE,     The  Park, 

D  U  K  E  '  s     Servant. 

What  Wretches  are  ordinary  Servants  that  go 
on  in  the  fame  vulgar  Track  ev'ry  Day  !  Eating, 

working,  and  fieeping  ! But  we,  who  have  the 

Honour  to  ferve  the  Nobility,  are  of  another 
Species.  We  are  above  the  common  Forms,  have 
Servants  to  wait  upon  us,  and  are   as  lazy  and 

luxurious  as  our  Mafters. -Ha! My  dear 

Sir  Harry. 

{Enter  Sir  HarryV  Servant.) 

" How  have  you  done  thefe  thoufand  Years  ? 

B  2  Sip 
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Sir     HARRY. 

My  Lord  Duke  ! — your  Grace's  mod  obedient 

Servant. 

DUKE. 

Well,  Baronet,  and  where  have  you  been  ? 

Sir     H  A  R  R  Y. 

At  Newmarket^  my  Lord — We  have  had  dev'lilh 
fine  Sport. 

D  U  K  E. 
And  a  good  Appearance,  I  hear. —  Pox  take  it, 
I  fhould  have   been   there-,  but  our  old   Duchefs 
died,  and  we  were  oblig'd  to  keep  Houfe,  for  the 
Decency  of  the  Thing. 

Sir    H  A  R  R  Y. 

I  pick'd  up  fifteen  Pieces. 
DUKE. 

Pfha!  a  Trifle! 

Sir    H  A  R  R  Y. 

The  Vifcount's  People  have  been  bloodily  taken 
in  this  Meeting. 

D  XJ  K  E. 
Credit  me,  Baronet,  they  know  nothing  of  the 

Turf. 

Sir    HARRY. 

I  aflure  you,  my  Lord,  they  lofl:  every  Match  i 
for  Crab  was  beat  hollow,  Carelefs  threw  his  Rider, 
and  Mifs  Slamr.erkin  had  the  Diftemper. 
DUKE. 

Ha,  ha,  ha  I  Pm  glad  on't. Tafte  this  Snuff", 

Sir  Harty.  [Offers  his  Box. 

Sir    HARRY. 

*Tis  good  Rapec. 

DUKE. 
Right  Slrnjliirgh,  I  afllire  you,  and  of  my  own 
importing. 

Sir    H  A  R  R  Y, 

Aye! 
'  ,  DUKE. 
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DUKE. 

^he  City  People  adulterate  it  Co  confoundedly, 
that  I  always  import  my  own  Snuff. — I  wifh  my 
Lord  would  do  the  fame  -,  but  he  is  fo  indolent, — 
When  did  you  fee  the  Girls  ?  I  faw  Lady  Bav  this 
Morning  ;  but,  'fore  Gad,  whether  it  be  Love  or 
Reading,  Ihe  look'd  as  Pale  as  a  Penitent. 

Sir    H  A  R  k  Y. 

1  have  juft  had  this  Card  from  Level's  People— 
(Reads.)  "  Philip  and  Mrs.  KilSy  prefent  their 
*'  Compliments  to  Sir  Harry,  and  defire  the  Ho- 
"  nour  of  his  Company  this  Evening,  to  be  of  a 
"  fmart  Party,  and  to  eat  a  Bit  of  Supper." 

DUKE. 

I  have  the  fame  Invitation  —  Their  Mafter,  it 
feems,  is  gone  to  his  Borough. 

Sir    H  A  R  R  Y. 

You'll  be  with  us,  my  Lord  ? Philip's  a 

Blood. 

•DUKE. 

A  Buck  of  the  firft  Head.  I'll  tell  you  a  Secret, 
he's  going  to  be  married. 

Sir    HARRY. 


To  whom  ? 
To  KiUy. 
No! 


DUKE. 
Sir    H  A  R  R  Y. 


DUKE. 
Yes  he  is  -,  and  I  intend  to  cuckold  him. 

Sir    HARRY. 
Then  we  may  depend  upon  your  Grace  for  cer- 
tain.    Ha,  ha,  ha ! 

DUKE. 
If  our  Moufe  breaks  up  in  a  tolerable  Time,  I'll 

be  with  you.- Have  you  any  Thing  for  us  ? 

Sir 
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Sir    HARRY. 

Yes,  a  little  Bit  of  Poetry 1  mud  be  at  the 

Cocca-Trce  myfelf  till  eitjht. 
DUKE. 
Heigh  ho !— I  am  quite  out  of  Spirits— I  had  a 

damn'd  Debauch  laft   Night,  Baronet. Lord 

Francis,  Bob  the  Bifliop,  and  I,  tipt  off  four  Bottles 
of  5//;-^//^/^' a- piece— Ha  !  there  are  two  fine  Girls 
coming  !   Faith— Lady  Bab—ay^,  and  Lady  Char- 

lotte {Takes  out  his  Glafs. 

Sir     HARRY. 
We'll  not  join  them. 

DUKE. 
.    Oh,  yes — Bah  is  a  fine  Wench,  notwithflranding 
her  Complexion  ;  tho'  I  fl^jould  be  glad  Ihe  would 

keep  her  Teeth  cleaner Your  E^igli/h  Women 

are  damn'd  negligent  about  their  Teeth.— — How 
is  your  Charlotte  in  that  Particular  ? 
Sir    H  A  R  R  Y. 
My  Charlotte ! 

DUKE. 
Aye,  the  World  fays,  you  are  to  have  her. 

Sir     HARRY. 

I  own  I  did  keep  her  Company  j  but  we  are  off, 
my  Lord. 

DUKE. 
Hov/  fo  ? 

Sir     HARRY. 

Between  you  and  me  fhe  has  a  plaguy  thick  Pair 
of  Legs. 

DUKE. 
Oh,  dam>n  ic — that's  infufferahle. 

Sir    H  A  R  R  Y. 
Befides,  fhe's  a  Fool,  and  mifs'd  her  Opportu- 
nity with  the  old  Countefs. 

DUKE. 

I  am  afraid,  Baronet,  you  love  Money. Rot 

Ir,  I  never  fave  a  Shilling — Indeed  I  am  fure  of  a 

Place 
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Place  in  the  Exclfe — Lady  Charlotte  is  to  be  of  the 
Party  To-night  ;   how  do  you  manage  that  ? 
Sir     HARRY. 
Why,  we  do  meet  at   a  third  Place,  are  very 
civil,  and  look  queer,  and  laugh,  and  abufe  one 
another,  and  all  that. 

D  K  U  E. 
A-la-mode,  ha! Here  they  are. 

Sir     HARRY. 

Let  us  retire.  [They  retire. 

Enter  Lady  ^AB^s  Maid,  and  Lady  ' 
Charlotte'^  Maid. 
Lady     BAB. 

Oh  !   fie  !   Lady  Charlotte.,  you  are  quite  indeli- 
cate !  I  am  forry  for  your  Tafte ! 

Lady    CHARLOTTE. 
Well,  I  fay  it  again,  I  love  Vaux-hall. 

Lady     B  A  B. 
O  my  Stars !  Why  there  is  no   body  there  but 
filthy  Citizens. 

Lady  CHARLOTTE. 
We  were  in  Hopes  the  raifing  the  Price  would 
have  kept  them  out,  ha,  ha,  ha ! 

Lady     BAB. 

Ha,  ha,  ha ! Runelow  for  my  Money. 

Lady     CHARLOTTE. 
Now  you  talk  of  Rimdoiv^  when  did  you  fee  the 
Colonel,  Lady  Bab  ? 

Lady     BAB. 
The  Colonel !   I  hare  the  Fellow. — He  had  the 
A  durance  to  talk  of  a  Creature  in   Glocejlerjhire 
before  may  Face. 

Lady     CHARLOTTE. 
He  is  a  pretty  Man  for  ail  that — Soldiers,  you 
knov/j  havL-  their  Miflrefrcs  zstx^j  v/here. 

Lady 
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Lady     BAB. 

I  defpife  him How  goes  on  your  Affair  with 

the  Boronet  ? 

Lady     CHARLOTTE. 
The  Baronet  is  a  ftupid  Wretch,  and  I  fhall  have 

nothing  to  fay  to  him You  are  to  be  at  Lov€l\ 

To-night,  Lady  Bab  ? 

Lady     BAB. 

Unlefs  I  alter  my  Mind — I  don't  admire  vifiting 
thefe  Commoners,  Lady  Charlotte. 

Lady     CHARLOTTE. 
Oh,  but  Mrs.  Kitty  has  Tafte. 
Lady     BAB. 
She  afFe61:s  it. 

Lady    CHARLOTTE. 
The  Duke  is  fond  of  her,  and  he  has  Judgment. 

Lady     BAB. 

TheDuke  might  fliew  his  Judgment  much  better. 

[Holding  up  her  Head. 
Lady     CHARLOTTE. 

There  he  is,  and  the  Baronet  too Take  no 

Notice  of  them We'll  rally  them  by-and-by. 

Lady     BAB. 
Dull  Souls !  Let  us  fet  up  a  loud  Laugh,  and 
leave  'em. 

Lady     CHARLOTTE. 

Ay ;  —  Let  us  be  gone  •,  for  the  common  People 
do  fo  ftare  at  us  —  we  fliall  certainly  be  mobb'd. 
BOTH. 

Ha,  ha,  ha Ha,  ha,  ha  !  \ Exeunt. 

Duke  and  Sir  Harry  come  forward, 
DUKE. 
They  certainly  favv  us,  and  are  gone  off  laughing 

at  us 1  mule  follow 

Sir    H  A  R  R  Y. 
No,  no. 

DUKE. 
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DUKE. 

I  muft,  —  I  muft  have  a  Party  of  Raillery  with 
them,  a   bori  mot  or  fo.     Sir  Harry^  you'll  excuie 

me. Adieu,  I'll  be  with  you  in  the  Evening,  if 

polFible;  though,  hark  ye!  there  is  a  Bill  depending 
in  our  Houfe,  which  the  Miniftry  make  a  Point  of 
our  attending  ;  and  fo  you  know.  Mum  !  we  muft 
mind  the  Stops  of  the  Great  Fiddle.— -Adieu.  [Ex. 
Sir     HARRY. 

What  a  Coxcomb  this  is  !  and  the  Fellow  can't 
read.  It  was  but  the  other  Day  that  he  was  Cow- 
boy in  the  Country,  then  was  bound  Prentice  to  a 
Perriwig-maker,  got  into  my  Lord  Duke's  Family, 
and  now  fets  up  for  a  fine  Gentleman.  O  Tempora^ 
O  Mores ! 

Re-e7iter  Duke'j  Servant. 
DUKE. 
Sir  Harry.,  prithee  what  are  we  to  do  at  Lovers 
when  we  come  there  ? 

Sir  ■  H  A  R  R  Y. 
We  Ihall  have  the  Fiddles,  I  fuppofe. 

DUKE. 

The  Fiddles  !   I   have  done  with  Dancing  ever 

fince  the  laft  Fit  of  the  Gout.     I'll  tell  you  what, 

my  dear  Boy,  I    pofitively   cannot  be  with  them, 

unlefs  we  have  a  little [Makes  a  Motion  as  if 

with  the  Dice-box. 
Sir     H  A  R  R  Y. 

Fie,  my  Lord  Duke. 

DUKE. 
Look  ye.  Baronet,  I  ijifift  on  it.— Who  the  Devil 
of  any  Falhion    can  poffibly  fpend  an    Evening 
without  it  ?  But  I  Hiall  lofe  the  Girls. — How  grave 
you  look,  ha,  ha,  ha  !— Well,  let  there  be  Fiddles. 
Sir    HARRY. 
But,  my  dear  Lord,  I  (hall  be  quite  miferabis 
without  you. 

C  DVKS, 
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D  U  K  E. 
Well,  I  won't  be  particular,  I'll  do  as  the  reft  do. 
— Tol,  lol,  lol.  [Exit,  fmging  and  dancing. 

Sir     H  A  R  R  Y,    /olus. 

He  had  the  Aflurance,  laft  Winter,  to  court  a 
Tradefman's  Daughter  in  the  City,  with  Two  Thou- 

fand  Pounds  to  her  Fortune, and  got  me  to 

write  his  Love-Letters.  He  pretended  to  be  an 
Enfign  in  a  marching  Regiment ;  fo  wheedled  the 
old  Folks  into  Conlent,  and  would  have  carried  the 
Girl  off,  but  was  unluckily  prevented  by  the  Walh- 
erwoman,  who  happened  to  be  his  firfl:  Coufin. 
(Enter  Philip.) 

■ Mr.  Philips  your  Servant. 

PHILIP. 
JTou  are  welcome  to  England^  Sir  Harry ;  I  hope 
you  received  the  Card,  and  will  do  us  the  Honour 

of  your  Company My  Mafler   is  gone  into 

Bemnfijire -We'll  have  a  roaring  Night. 

Sir     H  A  R  R  Y. 
I'll  certainly  wait  on  you. 

PHILIP. 
The  Girls  will  be  with  us. 

Sir    HARRY. 
Is  this  a  Wedding-Supper,  Fhilip  ? 

PHILIP. 
What  do  you  mean.  Sir  Harry  ? 

Sir    HARRY. 
The  Duke  tells  me  fo. 

PHILIP. 
The  Duke's  a  Fool. 

Sir    H  A  R  R  Y. 
Take  care  what  you  fay  ;  his  Grace  is  a  Bruifer. 

PHILIP. 
I  am  a   Pupil  of  the  fame  Academy,  and  not 
afraid  of  him,  I  afTure  you  :  Sir  Harry^   we'll  have 
a  noble  Batch 1  have  fuch  Wine  for  you! 

Sir 
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Sir    HARRY. 
I  am  your  Man,  Phil. 

PHILIP. 
'     Egad  the  Cellar  fhall  bleed  :  I  have  fome  Bur^ 

gundy  that  is  fit  for  an  Emperor My  Mailer 

would  have  given  his  Ears  ior  fome  of  it  t'other 
Day,  to  treat  my  Lord  What  d'ye-call-him  with  ; 
but  I  told  him  it  was  all  gone  ;  ha  !  Charity  begins 
at  home,  ha  !  — -  Odfo,  here  is  Mr.  Freeman^  my 

Mailer's  intimate  Friend  -,  he's  a  dry  one.  ■ 

Don't  let  us  be  feen  together —  He'll  fufped  fome- 
thing. 

Sir     H  A  R  R  Y. 
I  am  gone. 

PHILIP.  ^ 

Away,  away, Remember  —  Burgundy  Is  the 

Word. 

Sir     H  A  R  R  Y. 
Right  —  Long  Corks  !   h^,  Pml !     [Mimicks  the 
drawing  of  a  Cork.l — Your's.  [_Exii, 

PHILIP. 

Now  for  a  Call  of  my  Office A  flarch  Phiz, 

a  canting  Phrafe,  and  as  many  Lies  as  neceflary.— 
flem] 

Enter  Freeman. 
FREEMAN. 
Oh!  Philip — How  do  you  dp,  Philip?— 'Yow 
have  loft  your  Mafter,  I  find. 

PHILIP. 
It  is  a  Lofs  indeed.  Sir. — So  good  a  Gentleman  ! 
—  He  muft  be  nearly  got  into  Devonjhire  by  this 

Time Sir,  your  Servant.  \Going, 

FREEMAN. 
Why  in  fuch  a  Flurry,  Philip  ? 
PHILIP. 
I  fhall  leave  the  Houfe  as  little  as  poffible,  now 
his  Flonour  is  away. 

C    2  EREEMAN. 
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FREEMAN. 
You  are  in  the  right,  Philip. 

PHILIP. 
Servants  at  fiich  Times  are  too  apt  to  be  negligent 
and  extravagant,  Sir. 

FREEMAN. 
True ;  the  Mailer's  Abfence  is  the  Time  to  try 
a  good  Servant  in. 

PHILIP. 
It  is  fo,  Sir  :  Sir,  your  Servant.  [Going. 

FREEMAN. 
Oh  !   Mr.  Philip— iprzy  ftay — you  muft  do  me  a 
Piece  of  Service. 

PHILIP. 

You  command  me,  Sir •  [Bows. 

FREEMAN. 
I  look  upon  you,  Philips  as  one  of  the  beft  be- 
haved,    mod  fenfible,    compleateft  [Philip  boivs] 
Kafcals  in  the  World.  [/Jfide. 

PHILIP. 
Your  Honour  is  pleafed  to  compliment. 
FREEMAN. 

There  is  a  Tenant  of  mine  in  EJfcx,  a  very  honcfl 

Man Poor  i-ellow,  he  has  a  great  Number  ot 

Children  ;  and  they  have  fent   me  one  of  'em  ;    a 
tail,  gawky  Boy,  to  make  a  Servant  of;  but  my 
Folks  fay,  they  can  do  nothing  with  him. 
PHILIP. 
Let  me  have  him,  Sir. 

F  R  E  E  M  A  N. 
In  Truth,  he  is  an  unlick'd  Cub. 

PHILIP. 
I  will  lick  him  into  fomerhing,   I  warrant  you. 

Sir.  ■ Now    my  Mafter  is  abfenr,  I  fhall  have 

a  good  deal  of  Time  upon  my  Hands  -,  and  I  hate 
to  be  idle,  Sir  -,  in  two  Months  Pll  engage  to  finifli 
him. 

FREEMAN. 
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FREEMAN. 
I  don't  doubt  it.  lAftde, 

PHILIP. 
Sir,  I  have  twenty  Pupils  in  the  Parifli  of  Sr. 
James's.  -,  and  for  a  Table,  or  a  Side- board,  or  be- 
hind an  Equipage,  or  in  the  Delivery  of  a  Meflagp, 

pr  any  thing 

FREEMAN. 
What  have  you  for  Entrance  ? 

PHILIP. 
I  always  leave  it  to  Gentlemens  Generofity, 
FREEMAN. 

Here  is  a  Guinea 1  beg  he  may  be  taken 

Care  of. 

PHILIP. 
That  he  fhall,  I  promife  you  [Jfide.']  Your  Hq- 
nour  knows  me. 

FREEMAN. 
Thoroughly.  '  \JJide, 

PHILIP. 

When  can  I  fee  him,  Sir  ? 

■FREEMAN. 
Now,  direcflly-— call  at  my  Houfe,  and  take  l^im 
In  your  Hand. 

PHILIP 

Sir,  I  will  be  with  you  in  a  Minute— >— I  will 
but  ftep  into  the  Market,  to  let  the  Tradefmen 
know  they  muft  not  truft  any  of  our  Servants,  now 

they  are  at  Board-wages Humph! 

FREEMAN. 
How  happy  is  Mr.  Level  in  fo  excellent  a  Ser- 
vant !  [^Exit. 
PHILIP. 

Ha,  ha,  ha  !  This  is  one  of  my  Mafter's  pru- 
dent Friends,  who  dines  with  him  three  Times  a- 
Week,  and  thinks  he  is  mighty  generous  in  giving 

me   five  Guineas  at  Chrijimas Damn  all  fuch 

fneaking  Scoundrels,  I  lay.  [Exit, 

SCENE 
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SCENE,     lloe   Servmifs  Hall  in   L  o  v  e  l  '  s 
Houfe. 

K I  N  G  s  T  o  N  and  Coachman,  druiii  and  Jleepy. 

[Knocking  at  the  Door. 

KINGSTON. 

Somebody  knocks Coachy,  go- go  to 

the  Door,  Coachy 

COACHMAN. 
I'll  not  go do  you  go you  black  Dog. 


[^Knocking. 


KINGSTON. 
Devil  (hall  fetch  mc,  if  I  go, 

COACHMAN. 

Why  then  let  'em  uay I'll  not  go — Damme 

. Aye,  knock  the  Door  down,  and  let  yourfelf 

in.  [Knocking, 

KINGSTON. 

Ay,  ay;  knock  again — knock  again 

COACHMAN. 
Mafter  is  gone  \mo  DevonJJjire — So  he  can't  be 

there— So  I'll  go  to  fleep. 

KINGSTON. 
So  will  I — I'll  go  to  fleep  too. 
COACHMAN. 

You  iye,  Devi] you  fhall  not  go  to  fleep  till  I' 

am  a  fleep  >        I  am  King  of  the  Kitchen. 
KINGSTON. 
No,  you  are  not  King  -,  but  when  you  are  drunk, 
you  are  fulky  as  a  Hell. — Here  is  Cooky  coming 
— She  is  King  and  Queen  too. 

Enter  Cook. 

COOK. 
Somebody    has   knock'd    at  the  Door  twenty 

Times,  and  nobody  hears Why,  Coachman — 

King/Ion Ye  drunken  Bears,  why  don't  one 

of  you  go  to  the  Door  ? 


COACHMAN. 
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COACHMAN. 

You  go.  Cook  ;  you  go 

COOK. 

Hang  me,  if  I  go 

KINGSTON. 

Yes,  yes.  Cooky  go  -,  Mollfy^  Polify  go. 

COOK. 

Out  you  Black  Toad It  is  none  of  my 

Bufinefs,  and  go  I  will  not.  [^Sits  dowui. 

Enter  Philip,  with  Lovel  difguis*d. 
PHILIP. 
I  might  have  flaid  at  the  Door  all  Night,  as  the 
little   Man  in  the  Play  fays,  if  I  had  not  had  the 

Key  of  the  Door  in  my  Pocket What  is  come 

to  you  all  i* 

COOK.      - 
There  is  John  Coachman,  and  Kingjion,  as  drunk 
as  two  Bears. 

PHILIP. 

Ah,  ha!  my  Lads,  what,  finilh'd  already  ?  Thefei 

are  the  very  befl  of  Servants Poor  Fellows,    I 

fuppofe  they    have    been   drinking   their   Mailer's 

good  Journey ha,  ha,  ha ! 

LOVEL. 
No  doubt  on't.  •  [Afide, 

PHILIP. 
Yo  ho  !  get  to  Bed,  you  Dogs,  and  fleep  your- 
felves  fober,   that  you  may  be  able  to  get  drunk 
again  by-and-by — They  are  as  fall  as  a  Church — • 
Jemmy. 

LOVEL. 
Anon  ? 

PHILIP. 

Do  you  love  Drinking  ? 

LOVEL. 
Yes, — I  loves  Ale, 

PHILIP. 
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PHILIP. 
— You  Dog,  you  fhall  fwim  in  Burgundy, 

L  O  V  E  L. 
Burgundy  !  what*s  that  ? 

PHILIP. 
Cook,  wake  thofe  horxcft  Gentlemen,    and  ftnd 
them  to  Bed. 

COOK. 

It  is  impofTible  to  wake  them. 

L  O  V  E  L. 
I  think  I  could  wake  *em,  Sir,  if  I  might — Heh — 

PHILIP. 
Do  Jemmy,  wake  *em  Jemmy — ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

L  O  V  E  L. 
Hip, — Mr.  Coachman.      [Gives  hm  a  great  Slap 

on  the  Face. 
COACHMAN. 

Oh !  oh  !  What  ?  Zounds !  Oh !— Damn  you  !— 

L  O  V  E  L. 
"What,  Blackey  !  Blackey  !  [Pulls  him  by  the  Nofe. 
KINGSTON. 

Oh  !  oh  ! What  now  !  Curfe  you  !  Oh  ! • 

Cot  tarn  you. 

L  O  X  E  L. 

Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

PHILIP. 

Ha,  ha,  ha  ! — Well  done  ^ifwwj.  ^— -  Cook,  fee 
thofe  Gentry  to  Bed. 

COOK. 
Marry  come  up,  I  fay  fo  too  ;  not  I  indeed. — 

COACHMAN. 
She  fhan*t  fee  us  to  Bed — We'll  fee  ourfelves  to 
Bed. 

KINGSTON. 
Wc  got  drunk  together,    and  we'll  go  to  Bed 
together.  [Exeunt^  reeling. 

PHILIP. 
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PHILIP. 
You  fee  how  we  live.  Boy. 

L  O  V  E  L. 

Yes,  I  fees  how  you  live. 

PHILIP. 
Let  the  Supper  be  elegant,  Cook. 
COOK. 

Who  pays  for  it  ? 

PHILIP. 

My  Mafter  to  be  fure  :  Who  elfe  ?  ha,  ha,  ha ! 
He  is  rich  enough,  I  hope,  ha,  ha,  ha  j 
L  O  V  E  L. 

Humh.  [J/tde. 

PHILIP. 

Each  of  us  mud  take  a  Part,  and  firtk  it  in  our 

next  weekly  Bills ;  that  is  the  way. 

L  O  V  E  L. 

Soh !  [JM- 

COOK. 

Prithee  P/^/77/>,  what  Boy  is  this  ? 

PHILIP. 
A  Boy  of  Freeman^  recommending. 
L  O  V  E  L. 

Yes,  I'm  'Squire  Freeman's  Boy, Heh 

COOK. 
Freeman  is  a  flingy  Hound,  and  you  may  tell  him 
I  uy  fo.     He  dines  here  three  times  a  Week,  and  I 
never  faw  the  Colour  of  his  Money  yet. 
L  O  V  E  L. 

Ha,  ha,  ha,  That  is  good Freemayi  fhal! 

have  it.  [^Jfide, 

COOK. 
I  mull  {Icp  to  the  Tallow-Chandler*s,  to  difpofe 
of  feme  of  my  Perquifites;  and  then  I'll  fct  about 
Supper. 

D  PHILIP. 


26  HIGH    LIFE 

PHILIP. 

Well  faid,  Cook,  that  is  right,  the  Pcrquifite  Is 
the  Thing,  Cook. 

COOK. 

Cloe,  Clce^  where  are  you,  Cloc [Calls* 

Eyiter  Cloe. 
C  L  O  E. 

Yes,  Miftrefs. 

COOK. 

Take  that  box  and  follow  mc.  [£x/V. 

CLOE. 

Yes,  Miftrefs;  {takes  the  Box P\ Who  is  this  ? 

\!eehig  Lovel]  Hee,  hee,  bee. Oh This 

is  pretty  Boy Hee,  hee,  hee. Oh This 

is  pretty  Red  Hair,   hee,  hee,  hee You  (hall  be 

in  love  with  me  by-and-by Hee,  hee.       \Exit. 

chucking  Lovel  under  the  Chin, 
LOVEL 
A  very  pretty  Amour,  [AftdeJ]  Oh  la!  what  a  fine 
Room  is  this — Is  this  the  Dining  Room,  pray  Sir } 
PHILIP. 
No,  our  Drinking  Room. 

LOVEL. 
La!  la!    What  a  fine  Lady  here  is. — Ihis  is 
Madam,  I  fuppofc. 

Enter  Kitty. 
PHILIP. 

Where  have  you  been  Kitt^  ? 
KITTY. 
I  have  been  difpofing  of  fome  of  his  Honour's 
Shirts,  and  other  Linen,  which  it   is  a  Shame  his 

Honour  fhould  wear  any  longer. Mother  Barter 

is  above,  and  waits  to  know  if  you  have  any  Com- 
mands for  her. 

P  H  I  L  I  P. 

I  fliall  difpofe  of  my  Wardrobe  to-morrow. 

KITTY. 
Who  have  we  here  i*  [Lovel  hows, 

FHILir. 
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PHILIP. 
A  Boy  of  Freeman'^y  a  poor  filly  Fool 

L  O  V  E  L. 
Thank  you [Jfide, 

PHILIP. 

I   intend  the  Entertainment  this  Evening  as  a 
Compliment  to  you  Kitty. 

KITTY. 
I  am  your  humble,  Mr.  Philip, 

PHILIP. 
But  I  beg  I  may  fee  none  of  your  Airs,  or  hear 
any  of  your  French  Gibberifh  with  the  Duke. 
KITTY. 
Don't  be  jealous,  Phil,  [^Fawningly. 

PHILIP. 
I  intend,    before  our  Marriage,   to  fettle  fome- 
thing  handfomeupon  you,  and  with  the  five  hundred 
Pounds  which  I  have  already  faved  in  this  extra- 
vagant Fellow's  Family 

L  O  V  E  L. 

A  Dog !  {Aftde] O  la,  la,  what,  have  you 

got  five  hundred  Pounds } 

PHILIP. 

Peace,  Blockhead 

KITTY. 
I'll  tell  you  what  you  fhall  do,  Phil, 

PHILIP. 
Aye,  what  fhall  I  do  ? 

KITTY. 

You  Ihall  fet  up  a  Chocolate-houfe,  my  Dear = 

PHILIP. 

Yes,  and  be  cuckolded [Jpart. 

KITTY. 

You  know  my   Education  was  a  very  genteel 

one — I  was  a  Half-boarder  at  C/?^/,^^^,  andlfpeak 

French   like   a  Native — Comment  vcus  fcrtcr  vous, 

Mov.nf,eiir,  [Jzvkardly. 

D    2  PHIMP. 
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PHILIP. 

POia!  Pfha! 

KITTY. 
One  is  nothing  without  French  —  1  fliall  flVine  in 
the  Bar —Do  you  fpeak  French^  Boy  ? 
L  O  V  E  L. 

Anon • 

KITTY. 

Anon  —  O  the  Fool !  ha,  ha,  ha  ! — Come  here, 
do,  and  let   me  new  mold  you  a  little — you  muft 
be  a  good  Boy,  and  wait  upon  the  Gentlefolks  To- 
night. [_She  ties  and  powders  bis  Hair. 
L  O  V  E  L. 
Yes,  a'n't  pleafe  you,  Til  do  my  beft. 

KITTY. 
His  beft!   O  the  Natural! — This  is  a  (Irange 
Head  of  Hair  of  thine,  Boy — It  is  fo  coarle,  and 
fo  carotty. 

L  O  V  E  L. 
All  my  Brothers  and  Sifters  be  red  in  the  Pole. 
P  H  I  L  I  P-K  I  T  T  Y. 

Ha,  ha,  ha  ! [Loud  Laugh. 

KITTY. 

There — Now  you  are  fomething  like Come, 

Philips  give  the  IBoy  a  LefTon,  and  then  I'll  ledure 
liim  out  of  the  Servant'' s  Guide. 
PHILIP. 
Come,  Sir,   firft,   Hold  up  your  Head  — very 
well — Turn  out  your  Toes,  Sir, — very  well— Now 

call  Coach 

L  O  V  E  L. 
What  is  call  Coach  ? 

PHILIP. 
Thus,  Sir:  Coach,  Coach,  Coach.  [Loud. 

L  O  V  E  L. 
Coarh,  Coach,  Coach.  '        [Imitating. 

i'HlLlP. 
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PHILIP. 

Admirable  !  the  Knave  has  a  good  Ear — Now, 

Sir,  tell  me  a  Lye. 

L  O  V  E  L. 

O  la!  I  never  told  a  Lye  in  all  my  Life. 

PHILIP. 

Then  it  is  high  Time  you  fhould  begin  now; 

what  is  a  Servant  good  for  that  can't  tell  a  Lye  ? 

KITTY. 

And  ftand  in  it — Now   I'll   lt:6ture  him   [Takes 

cut  a  Bock\  This  is  'Jhe  Servant's  Guide  to  Wealthy 

by  Timothy  Shoulderknot, /w'WtT/y  Servant  to  feveral 

Ncblemen^  and  ncjo  an  Officer  in  the  Cujlojns  ;  Necejjary 

for  all  Servants. 

PHILIP. 

Mind,  Sir,  what  excellent  Rules  the  Book  con- 
tains, and  remember  them   well-— — Come,  Kitty^ 

begin 

KITTY    (Riads.) 

Advice  to  the  Footman. 


**  Let  it  for  evef  be  your  plan 
"  To  be  the  Mafter,  not  the  Ma 


J 


*'  And  do  as  little  as  you  can. 

L  O  V  E  L. 

He,  he,  he  ! Yes,  I'll  do  nothing  at  all 

not  I. 

KITTY. 

"  At  Market  never  think  it  Stealing,  ■\ 

"  To  keep  with  Tradefmen^r(9/)tT  Dealing  -,  > 

*'  All  Stewards  have  a  fellov^-feeling.  3 

PHILIP. 

You  will    underfland   that  better  one  Day  or 
other.  Boy. 

KITTY. 

To  the  Groom. 
*'  Never  allow  your  Mafter  able 
**  To  judge  of  Matters  in  the  Stable : 

«  If 
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"  If  he  flioiild  roughly  fpeak  his  Mind,        n 
"  Or  to  difmifs  you  feems  inclin'd,  i 

"  Lame  the  beft  Horfe,  or  break  his  Wind.  3 
L  O  V  E  L. 
Oddines!  that's  good — -he,  he,  he! 
KITTY. 
To  the  Coachman. 
"  If  your  good  Maftcr  on  you  doats, 

"  Ne'er  leave  his  Houfe  to  ferve  a  Stranger, 
"  But  pocket  Hay,  and  Straw,  and  Oats, 
"  And  let  the  Horfes  cat  the  Manger. 
L  O  V  E  L. 
Eat  the  Manger !  he,  he,  he ! 

K  I  T  T  Y. 
I  won't  give  you  too  much  at  a  Time — Here 
Boy,  take  the  Book,  and  read  it  every  Night  and 
Morning  before  you  fay  your  Prayers. 
PHILIP. 
Ha,  ha,  ha ! — very  good,  but  now  for  Bufinefs. 
KITTY. 

Right I'll  go  and  get  one  of  the  Damafk 

Table-cloaths,  and  fome  Napkins;  and  be  fure,PM. 

your  Side-board  is  very  fmart.  [Exii. 

PHILIP. 

That  it  fhall Come,  Jemmy [^Exii. 

L  O  V  E  L. 
Soh  ! Soh ! It  works  well.  [Exif. 


END  of  the  FIRST  ACT. 


ACT 
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^^^^     ^^^_ -I* 


ACT         II. 

SCENE,    The  Servants  Hall,    with  the  Supper 
and  Side- Board  fet  out. 

Philip,  Kitty,  and  Lovel. 

KITTY. 
^'^)^"'^ELL,  Phil,  what  think  you  ?  Don't  we 

^^  W  ^  ^^^^^  ^^^y  ^'^"^^^^  •' Now  let  'em  come 

y^  ,  ^  ^  ^s  foon  as  they  v/ill,    v/e  (hall  be  ready 
jML/^/^J«  for  'em. 

PHILIP. 

'Tis  all  very  well  •,  but ■ 

.K  I  T  T  y.  ■ 

But  what  ? 

PHILIP. 

Why,  I  wifh  we  could  get  that  fnarling  Cur, 
Tom,  to  make  one. 

K  I  T  T  V. 
What  is  the  matter  with  him  ? 
PHILIP. 
1  don't  know — -, — he  is  a  queer  Son  of  a. — — 

KITTY. 
Oh,  I  know  him ;  he  is  one  of  your  fneaking 
half-bred  Fellows,  that  prefers  his  Mafter's  Intereft 
to  his  own. 

PHILIP. 

Here  he  is. 

(Enter  Tom.) 
— And  why  won't  you  make  one  To-night,  Torn  ? — 
Here's  Cook  and  Coachman,  and  all  of  us. 

T  o  M . 
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TOM. 

I  tell  you  again  1  will  not  make  one. 

PHILIP. 
We  flull  have  fomethino;  that's  good. 

T  O  M. 
And  make  your  Matter  pay  for  it. 

PHILIP. 
I  warrant,  now,  you  think  yourfelf  mighty  ho- 

neft Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

T  O  M. 
A  little  honefler  than  you,  I  hope,  and  not  brar. 
neither. 

KITTY. 

Hark'e  you,  Mr.  Honefty,  don't  be  faucy 

L  O  V  E  L. 
This  is  worth  liftcning  to.  [yf^Je. 

TOM. 
What,  Madam,   you  are  afraid  for  your  Cully, 
are  you  ? 

KITTY. 

Cully,  Sirrah,  Cully!  Afraid,  Sirrah!  afraid  of 
what  ?  [Goes  up  to  Tom. 

PHILIP. 
Aye,  Sir,  afraid  of  what  '^.  \Gces  up  on  the  other  Side. 

LOVE  L. 
Aye,  Sir,  afraid  of  what  ?  [Goes  up  too, 

T  O  M. 
I  value  none  of  you — I  know  your  Tricks. 

PHILIP. 
What  do  you  know.  Sirrah  .? 
KITTY. 
Ay,  what  do  you  know  ? 

L  O  V  E  L. 
Ay,  Sir,  what  do  you  know  ? 

TOM. 
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TOM. 

t  know  that  you  Two   are  in  Fee  with  every 

Tradefman  belonging  to  the  Houfe And  that 

you^  Mr.  Clodpole,  are  in  a  fair  Way  to  be  hang'd. 

{^Strikes  Lovel. 
PHILIP. 

What  do  you  ftrike  the  Boy  for  } 

LOVEL. 
It  is  an  honeft  Blow.  [^A/ide. 

T  O  M. 

I'll  ftrike   him  again. 'Tis  fuch  as  you  that 

bring  a  Scandal  upon  Us  all. 

KITTY. 
Come,  none  of  your  Impudence,  Tcm. 

TOM. 
Egadv,  Madam,  the  Gentry  may  well  complain^ 
when  they  getTuch  Servants  as  you  in  their  I-Ioufes. 
■ — There's  your  good  Friend,  Mother  Barter^  the 
Old-Cloaths  Woman,  the  greateft  Thief  in  Town, 
juft  now  gone  out  with  her  Apron  full  of  his  Ho- 
nour's Linen. 

KITTY. 

Well,  Sir  i  and  did  you  never— ha  } 

TOM. 
No,  never  :  I  have  lived  with  his  Honour  four 
Years,  and  never  took  the  Value  of  that  [Snapping 
his  Fingers.] — His  Honour  is  a  Prince,  gives  noble 
Wages,  and  keeps  noble  Company,  and  yet  you 
two  are  not  contented,  but  cheat  him  wherever  you 

can  lay  your  Fingers. — Shame  on  you  ! 

LOVEL. 
The    Fellow   I   thought  a  Kogue,    is   the  only 
honell  Servant  in  my  Houfe.  [AJide, 

KITTY. 
Out  you  mealy-mouth'd  Cur  ! 

PHILIP. 
Well,   go  tell  his  Flonour,  do ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

E  TOM. 
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TOM. 

I  fcorn  that — Damn  an  Informer ! but  yet) 

I  hope  his  Honour  will  find  you  two  out,  one  Day 

or  other That's  all. [£a7/. 

KITTY. 
This  Fellow  muft  be  taken  Care  of. 

PHILIP. 
I'll  do  his  Bufinefs  for  him,  when  his  Honour 
comes  to  Town. 

L  O  V  E  L. 

You  lye,  you  Scoundrel  ;   you  will  nor.     [JJJde- 
Q  la  !  here  is  a  fine  Gentleman. 
E}:ter  DuKt'j  Servant. 
DUKE. 
Ah  !    ma  chcre    Mademfeille  !   Comment  vous 
portez  vous  ?  [Salute. 

KITTY. 

Fort  bicn,  je  vous  remercier,  Monfieur. 

PHILIP. 
Now  we  fhail  have  Nonfenfe  by  Wholefale. 

DUKE. 
How  do  you  do,  Philip? 

PHILIP. 
Your  Grace's  humble  Servant. 

DUKE. 

But  my  deai-  Kitly [Talk  apart. 

PHILIP. 

Jemmy. 

L  O  V  E  L. 

Anon  ? 

PHILIP. 

Come  along  with  me,  and  I  will  make  you  free 

of  the  Cellar. 

L  O  V  E  L. 

Yes — I  will — But  won't  you  afk  he  to  drink  ? 

PHILIP. 
No,  no  j  he  will   have  his  Share  by-and-by. — 

Come  alonr^. 

L  O  V  E  L. 
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L  O  V  E  L. 

Yes.  {Exeunt  Philip  and  Level. 

KITTY. 
Indeed  I  thought  your  Grace  an  Age  in  coming. 

DUKE. 
Upon  Honour,  our  Houfe  is  but  this  Moment 
up. — You  have  a  damn'd  vile  CoUe.ftion  of  Pidures 

I  obferve,  above  Stairs,  Kitty Your  'Squire  has 

no  Tafle. 

KITTY. 
No  Tafte  !  That's  impoflible,  for  he  has  laid  out 
a  vaft  deal  of  Money. 

DUKE. 
There  is  not  an  original  Pi6lure   in  the  whole 

Colledlion Where  could  he  pick  'em  up  ? 

KITTY. 
He  employs  three  or  four  Men  to  buy  for  him, 
and  he  always  pays  for  Originals. 

DUKE. 

Donnez  moi   votre  Eau  de  Luce My  Head 

aches  confoundedly   \_She  gives  a  Smdlirig-BottWy-r- 
Kitty^  my  dear,  I  hear  you  are  going  to  be  married.-^ 

KITTY. 
Pardonnez  moi,  for  that. 

DUKE. 

If  you  get  a  Boy,  I'll  be  Godfather,  Faith, — 

KITTY. 

How  you  rattle,  Duke  !  — • I  am  thinking, 

my  Lord,    when  I  had  the    Honour  to  fee  you 
laft. 

D  U  K  E. 

At  the  Play,  Mademfeille. 

KITTY. 
Your  Grace  loves  a  Play  ? 

E    2  DUKE. 


H*!*^- 
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DUKE. 

No It  is  a  dull,  old-falhioned  Entertainment 

— I  hate  it. 

KITTY. 
"Well,  give  me  a  good  Tragedy. 

DUKE. 
It  mud  not  be  a  modern  one  then — You  are  de- 
vilifh  handfome,  Kate — Kifs  me — [Offers  to  kjfs  her. 

(Enter  Sir  HARRY'.f  Servant.) 

Sir     HARRY. 

Oh  oh ! — Are  you  thereabouts,  my  Lord  Duke  ? 
That  may  do  very  well  by-and-by— — However, 
you'll  never  find  me  behind-hand.  [Offers  to 

kifs  her. 
DUKE. 
Stand  off,  you  are  a  Commoner — Nothing  under 
Nobility  approaches  Kitty. 

Sir     HARRY. 

You  are  fo  devilifh  proud  of  your  Nobility 

Now,   I  think,   we  have  more  true  Nobility  than 

you Let   me  tell  you,    Sir,  a  Knight  of  the 

Shire 

DUKE. 
A  Knight  of  the  Shire  !   ha,  ha,  ha!   a  mighty 
Honour,  truly,   to   reprefcnt   all  the  Eools  in  the 
County. 

KITTY. 
O  Lud  !  this  is  charming  to  fee  two  Noblemen 
quarrel. 

Sir    HARRY. 

Why,  any  Fool  may  be  born  to  a  Title,  but  only 
a  wife  Man  can  make  himfelf  honourable. 

KITTY. 

Well  faid,  Sir  Harry;  that  is  good  Mcrillity. 

DUKE. 
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DUKE. 
1  hope  you  make  fome  Difference  between  He- 
reditary Honours  and  the  Huzzas  of  a  Mob. 
KITTY. 

Very  fmart,  my  Lord— Now,  Sir  Harry 

Sir     HARRY. 
If  you  make  ufe  of  your  Hereditary  Honours  to 

fcreen  you  from  Debt 

DUKE. 
Zounds !  Sir,  what  do  you  mean  by  that  ? 

KITTY. 
Hold,  hold  !   I  Ihall  have  fome  fine  old  Noble 

Blood  fpilt  here Ha'  done,  Sir  Harry 

Sir    HARRY. 
Kot  I — Why  he  is  always  valuing  himfelf  upon 
his  upper  Houfe, 

DUKE. 
We  have  Dignity.  [Slow, 

Sir     HARRY. 
But  what  becomes  of  your  Dignity,  if  we  refufe 
the  Supplies .?         "  \_^ick. 

K  I  T  T  Y. 

Peace,  Peace Here's  Lady  Bah 

(Enter  Lady  Bae'j  Servant  in  a  Chair,) 

Dear  Lady  Bab 

Lady     BAB. 

Mrs.  Kitty ^  your  Servant — I  was  afraid  of  taking 
Cold,  and  fo  ordered  the  Chair  down  Stairs.    Well, 

and  how  do   you  do?- My  Lord  Duke,  your 

Servant and  Sir  Harry  too your's. 

DUKE. 

Your  Ladyfliip's  devoted 

Lady     BAB. 

I'm  afraid  I  have  trefpaffed   in  Point  of  Time 

■ [^Lccks  on  her  Watch. But  I  got  into  my 

fav'rite  Author. 

DUKE. 
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DUKE. 
Yes,  I  found  her  Ladyfhip  at  her  Studies  this 

Morning Some  wicked  Poem 

Lady    BAB. 
Oh  you  Wretch  !  —I  never  read  but  one  Book. 

KITTY. 
What  is  your  Ladyfliip  fo  fond  of  ? 

Lady     BAB. 
Shikfpur.    Did  you  never  read  Shikfpur  ? 

K  n^  T  yfbe^n  .^X"^':^^''^ 

Shikfpur  \  Shikfpur! — Who  wrote  it  ^ No,  I 

never  read  Shikjpur.  ^ 

Lady     BAB. 

Then  you  have  an  immenfe  Plealure  to  come. 

K  I  T  T  Y. 
Well  then,    I'll   read  it  over  one  Afternoon  or 
other. Here's  Lady  Charlotte. 

(Enter  Lady  Charlotte'j  Maid  in  a  Chair,) 
—  Dear  Lady  Charlotte. 

Lady     CHARLOTTE. 

Oh,  Mrs.  Kitty.,  I   thought  I  never  fhould  have 

reach'd  your  Houfe Such  a  Fit  of  the  Cholic 

fciz*d  me Oh,  Lady  ^ab,  how  long  has  your 

l^adyfliip  been  here  .'' My  Chairmen   were  fuch 

Drones My  Lord  Duke  !   the  Pink  of  all  good 

Breeding. 

DUKE. 

Oh  Ma'm {Bo'-ji-ing. 

Lady     C  H  A  R  L  O  T  T  E. 

And  Sir  Harry Your  Servant,    Sir  Harry. 

[Formally. 
Sir     HARRY. 
Madam,  your  Servant  —  I  am  forry  to  hear  your 

Ladylhip  has  been  ill. 

Lady     CHARLOTTE. 
You  mufl  give  me  Leave  to  doubt  the  Sincerity 

of  that  Sorrow,  Sir- Remember  the  Park. 

Sir 
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Sir    H  A  R  R  Y. 
The  Park!  I'll  explain  that  Affair,  Madam: 

Lady     C  H  A  R  L  O  T  TE. 
\  want  none  of  your  Explanations,      \_Scornfully. 

, ,  Sir     H  A  R  R  y. 

Dear  Lady  Charlotte ! 

Lady     CHARLOTTE. 
No,  Sir  ;  I  have  obferv'd  your  Coolnefs  of  late, 
and  defpife  you A  trumpery  Baronet ! 

Sir     HARRY. 
I  fee  how   it    is  ;   nothing   will  fatisfy  you   but 

Nobility- That  fly  Dog  the  Marquis 

Lady  CHARLOTTE. 

None  of  your  Reflexions,  Sir The  Marquis 

is  a  Perfon  of  Honour,  and  above  enquiring  after  a 
Lady's  Fortune,  as  you  meanly  did. 
Sir    HARRY. 

I — I  —  Madam  ?  — I  fcorn  fuch  a  Thing I 

affure  you,  Madam,  I  never — That  is  to  fay 

Egad  I  am  confounded My  Lord  Duke,  what 

fhall  I  fay  to  her  ? — Pray  help  me  out. —      \^Aftde. 
DUKE. 
Afk  her  to  (hew  her  Legs — Ha,  ha,  ha  !    \_AJide. 

Enter  Philip  and  Lovel,  loaded  with  Bottles, 
PHILIP. 

Here  my  little  Peer Here  is  Wine  that  will 

ennoble  your  Blood Both  your  Ladylliips  moil 

humble  Servant. 

LOVEL.    yffeiiing  to  be  drunk.] 

Both  your  Ladylliips  moft  humble  Servant. 

KITTY. 
Why,  Philip,  you  have  made  the  Boy  drunk.- 

PHILIP. 
I  have  made  him  free  of  the  Cellar,  Ha,  ha,  ha  1 

LOVEL, 
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L  O  V  E  L. 

Yes,  I  am  free — I  am  very  free. 

PHILIP. 
He  has  had   a  Smack  of  every  Sort  of  Wine, 
from  humble  Port  to  Imperial  Tokay. 
L  O  V  E  L. 
Yes,  I  have  been  drinking  Kokay. 

K  I  T   r  Y. 
Go,  get  you  fome  Sleep,  Child,  that  you  may 
•wait  on  his  Lordfhip  by-and-by. 
L  O  V  E  L. 

Thank  you,  Madam 1  will  certainly  wait  on 

their  Lordlhips,  and  their  LadyfViips  too.       I4^de, 

and  exit. 
PHILIP. 

\Vell,  Ladies,  what  fay  you  to  a  Dance,  and  then 
to  Supper  ?  Have  you  had  your  Tea  ? 
ALL. 
A  Dance,  a  Dance — No  Tea— No  Tea. 

PHILIP. 
Here,  Fidler  [calls.]  I  have  provided  a  very  good 
Hand,  you  fee. 

(Entfr  Fidler,  •uuith  a  ivGoden  Leg. ) 
Sir     HARRY. 
Not  fo  well  legg*d,  Mr.  Philip. 

A  L  L. 
Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

DUKE. 

Le  drole  ! — Harkye,  Mr. — which  Leg  do  you 
beat  Time  with  ? 

ALL. 
Ha,  ha,  ha  !  [Loud  Laugh. 

Sir    H  A  R  R  Y. 
What  can  you  pl.iy,  Domine  .'' 
FIDLER. 
Any  thing,  an't  pleafe  yo'ir  Honour,  from  a  Jig 

to  a  Sonata. 

PHILIP. 
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PHILIP. 

Come  here Where  are  all  our  People  ? 

[Enter  Coachman,  Cook,  Kingfton,  Cloe.J  I'll 
couple  you  —  My  Lord  Duke  will  take  Kittys  — 
Lady  Bab  will   do   me   the  Honour  of  her  Hand ; 

Sir  Harry  and  Lady  Charlotte Coachman  and 

Cook,  and  the  two  Devils  dance  together ^ 

Ha,  ha,  ha ! 

DUKE. 

With    Submiflion,    the    Country    Dances    by- 
and-by. 

Lady     CHARLOTTE. 

Ay,    ay ;    French   Dances   before   Supper,   and 
Country  Dances  after — I    beg  the  Duke  and  Mrs. 
Kitty  may  give  us  a  Minuet. 
DUKE. 
Dear  Lady  Charlotte,  confider  my  poor  Gout- 
Sir  Harry  will  oblige  us.  [Sir  Harry  hivs. 
ALL. 

—Minuet,  Sir  Harry — Minuet,  Sir  Harry 

'  F  I  D  L  E  R. 
What  Minuet  would  your   Honours  pleafe  to 
have  ? 

KITTY. 

What  Minuet  ? Let  me  fee Play  Marjhal 

Thingumbob's  Minuet. 

[A  Minuet  by  Sir  Harry  aftd  Kitty,  awkard 

and  conceited. 
Lady    CHARLOTTE. 
Mrs.  Kitty  dances  fweetly. 

PHILIP. 
And  Sir  Harry  delightfully. 
DUKE. 
Well  enough  for  a  Commoner. 
PHILIP. 

Come  now  to  Supper A  Gentleman  and  a 

Lady— Here,  Fi 'ler  [gives  Money ^  Wait  without. 

F  FiPLER, 
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F  I  D  L  E  R. 
Yes,  an't  pleafe  your  Honour.  [Exit  with  a 

'Tankard, 
[They  ft t  dowfi.] 
PHILIP. 
We  will  fet  the  Wine  on  the  Tabic  —  Here  is 
•Claret,  Eurgundy,  and  Champagne,  and  a  Bottle 

of  Tokay  for  the  Ladies '1  here  are  1  ickets  on 

every  Bottle — If  any  Gentleman  chufcs  Port — 
DUKE. 
Port ! — 'Tis  only  fit  for  a  Dram. 
KITTY. 

Lady  Ba!?^  what  fhall  I  fend  you  .'' Lady 

Ch^rlottCy  pray    be  free  ;    the  more  free,    the  more 

welcome,  as   they   fay  in  my  Country. The 

Gentlemen  will  be  fo  good  as  to  take  Care  of  them- 
felves.  [A  Pattfe. 

DUKE. 

Lady  Charlotte,  "  Hob  or  Nob  !" 

Lady     CHARLOTTE. 
Done — my  Lord — in  Burgundy,  if  you  pleafe. 

DUKE. 
Here's  your  Swc;qtheart  and  mine,  and  the  Friends 
of  the  Company.  [They  drink.     A  Pattfe. 

PHILIP. 
Come   Ladies   and    Gentlemen,    a   Bumper  all 
round — I  have  a  Health  for  you — "  Here  is  to  thd^ 
''  Amendment  of  our  Mailers  and  Mi(lren?s." 
ALL. 
Hn,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha!  [Loud  Laugh.     A- 

Paufe. 
KITTY. 

Ladies,  pray  what  is    your  Opinion   of  a    fingle 
Gentleman's  Service  ? 

Lady     CHARLOTTE. 
Do  you  mean  an  old  fingle  Gentleman  ^ 

A  1-  L. 
Ha,  ha,  ha,  h.i,  ha,  ha  !  [Loud  Laugh. 

■j-  PtilLIP. 
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PHILIP. 
My  Lord  Duke,  your  Toaft. 
DUKE. 

Lady  Bttty 

P  H  I  L  I  P. 
Oh  no — A  Health  and  a  Sentiment. 
DUKE. 

A  Health  and  a  Sentiment  ? No,  no,  jet  us 

have  a  Song Sir  Harr}\  your  Song. 

Sir     HARRY. 

Would  you  have  it? Well  then— Mrs.  Kitty 

we  mud  call  upon  you Will  you  honour  my 

Mufe  .? 

ALL. 

A  Song,  a  Song,  ay,  ay.  Sir  Harrys  Song- • 

Sir  Harry  s  Song — 

DUKE. 
A  Song  to  be  fure, — ^  but  firft, — Preludo — — 

[Kijfes  Kitty.] Pray  Gentlemen  put  it  about. 

[Kiffing  round Kingfton  kiffes  Cloe  heartily^ 

Sir-    HARRY. 
See  how  the  Devils  kifs  I 

K  I  T  T  Y. 
I  am  really  hoarfe  ;  but — Hem — I  mufl  clear  up 

my  Pipes-^^ — Hem This  is  Sir  Harry's  Song  5 

being  a  new  Song,  entitled  and  called, 

Jhe  Fellow  Servant^  or  All  in  a  Uvery^ 
[Kitty   Si?igs.] 
I. 
Corns  hers  Fellow  Servant^   and  lijlen  to  me^ 
rUffjew  you  how  thcfs  of  fuperior  Degree 
Are  only  Dependants^  no  better  than  we. 
Chorus,  Both  high  and  low  in  this  do  agfee.^ 
'Tis  here  Fellow  Servant , 
And  there  Fellow  Servant^ 
And  all  in  a  Uvery^ 

.     Fa  ^  II 


j4-  high  life 

11. 

See  yonder  fine  Spark  in  Embroidery  drefi, 
IVho  hows  to  the  Great,  and  if  they  fmiie^  is  hleft ; 
What  is  he  ?  T faith ^  hut  a  Servant  at  befi. 
Cho.  Both  high,  &c. 
III. 
Nature  made  all  alike;  no  DiflinBion  pe  craresy 
So  we  laugh  at  the  great  World,   its  Fools  and  its 

Knaves, 
For  zve  are  all  Servants,  hut  they  are  all  Slave's. 
Gho.  Both  high,  &c. 
IV. 
^he  fat  flmiing  Glutton  locks  up  to  the  Shelf, 
'The  wrinkled  lean  Mifer  bows  down  to  his   Pelf, 
And  the  curl-patcd  Beau  is  a  Slave  tohi?nfeIf 
Cho.   Both  high,  Sic. 
V. 
Thegay  f par kling  Belle,  who  the  whole  Town  alarms. 
And  with  Eyes,  Lips,  and  Neck,  fets  the  Smarts  all 

in  Arms, 
Is  a  Vaffal  herfclf,  a  mere  "Drudge  to  her  Charms. 
Cho.  Bcih   high,    &c. 
^VI. 
Then  we''ll  drink  like  cur  Betters,  and  laugh,  fing 

and  love. 

And  whcnfick  of  one  Place,  to  another  we'll  move^ 

For  with  Little  and  Great,   the  befi  Joy  is  to  rove. 

Chorus.  Both  high  and  low  in  this  do  agree 

*      That  'tis  here  Fellow  Servant, 

And  there  Fellow  Servant, 

And  all  in  a  Livery. 


PHILIP. 

1  low  do  you  hke  it  my  Lord  Duke  r 
DUKE. 

It  is  a  damn'd  vile  compofition 

PHILIP. 
How  fo  ? 


DUKE. 
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DUKE. 

0  very  low  !  Very  low  indeed! 

Sir    HARRY. 
Can  you  make  a  better  ? 

DUKE. 

1  hope  fo. 

Sir    H  A  R  R  Y. 

That  is  very  conceited. 

DUKE. 
What  is  conceited,  you  Scoundrel  ^ 
Sir    H  A  R  R  Y. 

Scoundrel  \  You  are  a  Rafcal I'll  pull  you  by 

the  Nofe [M  rife, 

DUKE. 
Look  ye,  Friend  ;  don't  give  yourfelf  Airs,  and 

make  a  Difturbance  among  the  Ladies If  you 

are  a  Gentleman,  name  your  Weapons. 
Sir     H  A  R  R  Y. 

Weapons!  What  you  will — Piftols 

DUKE. 

Done behind  Montague  Houfe. 

Sir     HARRY. 
Done — >— with  Seconds. 

DUKE. 

Done. 

PHILIP. 

Oh  for  Shame,  Gentlemen My  Lord  Duke  ! 

' Sir  Harry,*  the  Ladies !  fie !         [Duke  ami  Sir 

Harry  affe^  tofing. 
A  'violent  Knocking. 
PHILIP. 
What  the  Devil  can  that  be,  Kitty  ? 

KITTY. 
Who  can  it  poflibly  be  ? 

PHILIP. 
Kingfton^  run  up  Stairs  and  peep.  [Exit  Kingfton. 
It  founds  like  my  Matter's  Rap- — —  Pray  Heaven 

in 
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[£«/^r  Kingfton]  Well,  Kingfton^ 
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it  is  not  he  ; 

what  is  it  ? 

KINGSTON. 

It  is  M.ifter  and  Mr.  Freeman 1  pecp'd  thro' 

the  Key-Hole,  and  faw  them  by  the  Lamp  Light — 

Jem  has  jull  let  them  in 

PHILIP. 
The  Devil  he  has  !  What  can  have  brought  him 
back  .? 

KITTY. 

No  Matter  what Away  with  the  Things. — 

PHILIP. 
Away  with  the  Wine  —  Away  with  the  Plate  — 
Here    Coachman,    Cook,    Cloe,    Kingfton   bear    a 
Hand — Out  with  the  Candles—  Away,  away. 

\f[bey  carry  aissay  the  Table,  &c. 
VISITERS. 
What  Ihall  we  do  ^  What  (hall  we  do  .? 

[They  all  run  about  in  Confufion, 
K  I  T  T  Y. 
Run  up  Stairs,  Ladies. 

PHILIP. 

No,  no,  no.- He'll  fee 'you  then 

Six    HARRY. 
What  the  Devil  had  I  to  do  here  I 

■  D  Li  K  E. 
Pox  take  it,  face  it  out. 

Sir     H  A   R  R  V.    » 
Oh  no  ;  thefe  IVeJl- Indians  are  very  fiery. 

PHILIP. 
I   would  not    have  him  fee  anv  of  you  for  tlie 

World. 

L  O  V  K  L  liiUhoitt. 

Philip Where's  Philip  ? 

P  II  I  L  I  P. 

Oh  the  Devil !  he's  certainly  coming  down  Stairs 

Sir  Hnny\  fun  down  into  the  Cellar  • My 

Lord  Duke  ect  into  the  Pantry Awav,  away. 

K  I  r  r  Y. 
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KITTY. 
No,  no ;  do  you  put  their  Ladyfliips  into  the 
Pantry,  and  I'll  take  his  Grace  into  the  Coal-hole. 
VISITERS. 

Any  where,  any.  where Up  the  Chimney  if 

you  will. 

PHILIP. 

There in  with  you. 

(T%  all  go  into  the  Pantry, 

X  L   O  V  E  L    vjithout. 

Philip Philip. 

PHILIP. 
Coming,  Sir — [_y^loud.^ — Kitiy^    have  you  never 
a  good  Book  to  be  reading  of .'' 
KITTY. 
Yes,  here  is  one, 

PHILIP. 
'Egad,  this  is  Black  Monday  with  us — Sit  down 

-■ Seem  to  read  your  Book Here  he  is,  as 

drunk  as  a  Piper 7-  [They  Jit  down. 

Enter  Lovel   zvith  Pijlols,,    affeEling  to  he  drunh 
Freeman  following. 
LOVEL. 
Philips  the  Son  of  Alexander  the  Great,   where 

are  all  my  Myrmidons  : -Vv'hat  the  Devil  makes 

you  up  fo  early  this  Morning  ? 

PHILIP. 
He  is  very  drunk  indeed — [Aflde.^ — Mrs.  Kitty 
and  I  had  got  into  a  good  Book,  your  Honour. 
F  R  E  E  M  A  N. 
Ay,    ay,  they  have  been  well  employed,  I  dare, 
fay — ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

LOVEL. 

Come,  fit  down,  Freeman^ — Lie  you  there.  [Lays 
his  Pijiols  down.']  I  come  a  lirtle  unexpectedly,  per- 
haps, Philip, 

PHILIP- 
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PHILIP 


A  good  Servant  is  never  afraid  of  being  caught. 
Sir 

L  O  V  E  L. 
I  have  fome  Accounts  that  I  muft  fettle 

PHILIP. 
Accounts,  Sir !  To-night  ? 

L  O  V  E  L. 
Yes,  To-night  —  I  find  myfelf  perfedly  clear  — 
you  Ihall  fee  Til  fettle  them  in  a  Twinkling. 

PHILIP. 
Your  Honour  will  go  into^the  Parlour  ? 

L  O  V  E  L. 
No,  rU  fettle  *em  all  here. 

KITTY. 
Your  Honour  muft  not  fit  here. 

L  P  V  E  L. 
Why  not  ? 

KITTY. 

You  will  certainly  take  Cold,  Sir,  the  Room  has 
not  been  waflicd  above  an  Hour, 
L  O  V  E  L. 
What  a  curfed  Lye  that  is ! 
DUKE. 
Phinp.—nnlip. .  Philip, 


Pox  take  you 


i4fide. 

[^Peeping  out. 
PHILIP. 
—Hold  your  Tongue. —  [Jfide, 


FREEMAN. 
You  have  juft  nick'd  them  in  the  very  Minute. 

\_Afide  to  Lovel. 
L  O  V  E  L. 

I  find  I  have Mum [Afide  to  Freeman."] 

Get  fome  Wine,  Philip [£a:// Philip.] Tho* 


I  muft  eat  fomething  before  I  drink- 
have  you  got  in  the  Pantry  .? 


■Kitty,  what 


KITTV. 
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KITTY. 

In  the  Pantry  ?  Lard,  your  Honour !  We  are  at 

Board-  wages . 

FREEMAN. 
I  could  eat  a  Morfel  of  cold  Meat. 
L  O  V  E  L. 

You  (hall  have  it '-Here— [Rijh.] Open 

the  Pantry-dpor — Pll  be  about  your  Board-wages! 

• 1  have  treated  you  often,  now  you  fhall  treat 

your  Mailer. 

KITTY. 
If  I  may  be  believed,  Sir,  there  is  not  a  Scrap  of 
any  Thing  in  the  World  in  the  Pantry. 

[Oppofing  him. 
L  O  V  E  L. 

Well,  then  we  muft  be  contented.  Freeman.  — 
Let  us  have  a  Cruft  of  Bread  and  a  Bottle  of  Wine. 

\_Sits  down  again. 
KITTY. 

Sir,  had  not  my  Mafter  better  go  to  Bed  ?  — ■ — . 
[Makes  Si^ns  to  Freeman  that  Lovel  is  drunk. 
L  O  V  E  L. 

Bed  !  Not  I Pll  fit  here  all  Night 'Tis 

very  pleafant ;  and  nothing  like  Variety  in  Life. 
Sir    HARRY     (Peeping.) 

Mrs.  Kitty.,  Mrs.  Kitty 

KITTY. 
Peace,  on  your  Life.  [^AJide* 

LOVEL. 
Kitty,  what  Voice  is  that  ? 

KITTY. 

No-body's,  Sir. Hem 

(Philip  brings  Wine.) 
LOVEL. 

Soh Very  well Now  do  you  two  march 

off March  off,  I  fay. 

G  r  H  I  L  I  p. 


~it^^^^^^„,.4iaS3u^ 
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PHILIP. 
We  can't  think  of  leaving  your  Honour  —  For 
Egad,  if  we  do,  we  are  undone.  [J/ide. 

L  O  V  E  L. 

Begone My  Service  to  you,  Freeman,  — This 

is  good  Stuff. 

FREEMAN. 
Excellent.  [Somebcdy  in  the  Pantry  fneczes. 

KITTY. 
We  are  undone  ;  undone.  \Afide. 

PHILIP. 
Oh  !  That  is  the  Duke's  damn'd  Rapee.     \^Afide^ 

L  O  V  E  L. 
Didn't  you  hear  a  Noife,  Charles  ? 

FREEMAN. 
Somebody  fneez'd,  I  thought. 
L  O  V  E  L. 

Damn  it !  There  are  Thieves  in  the  Houfe . 

ril  be  among  'em [Takes  a  Pijiol. 

KITTY. 

Lack-a  day,  Sir,  it  was  only  the  Cat They 

fomerimes  fneeze  for  all  the  World  like  a  Chriftian 

— — Here,  Jack,  Jack He  has  got  a  Gold,  Sir, 

Pufs, Pills. 

L  O  V  E  L. 

A  Cold  .?  then  I'll  cure  him Here  Jack, 

Jack, Pufs,  Pufs. 

KITTY. 

Your  Honour  won't  be  fo  rafh Pray  your 

Honour,  don't. [PPPflfi^g' 

L  O  V  E  L. 

Stand  off Here  Freeman — Here's  a  Barrel  for 

Biifinefs,  with  a  Brace  of  Shig"^,  and  well  prim'd, 

as  you  fee Freeman — I'll  hold  you  five  to  four 

Nay,  ril  hold  you  two  to  one,   1  hit  the  Cat 

thro'  the  Key- hole  of  that  Pantry  door. 

FREEMAN- 
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FREEMAN. 

Try,  try,  but  I  think  it  impoflible 

L  O  V  E  L. 

I  am  a  damn'd  good  Markfman.  [Cocks  the  Pijlol^ 

and  points  it  at  the  Pantry  Door.] Now  for  it ! 

\  A  violent  Shriek^  and  all  is  difcovered.] Who  the 

Devil  are  all  thefe  ?  One, two, three, ^ 

four ^^o^    '<h^/^  r^/^<^  Vi^^^^ 

^^^^  ^^:^  ^  PHILIP. 

They  are  particular  Friends  of  mine.  Sir ;   Ser- 
vants to  fome  Noblemen  in  the  Neighbourhood. 
L  O  V  E  L. 
1  told  you  there  v/ere  Thieves  in  the  Houfc. 
FREEMAN. 

Ha,  ha,  ha!  ^ 

PHILIP. 

I  aflure  your  Honour  they  have  been  entertained 
at  our  own  Expence,  upon  my  Word. 
KITTY. 
Yes,  indeed,  your  Honour,    if  ic  was  the  lafl: 

Word  Ihad  to  Ipeak. 

L  O  V  E  L. 

Take  up  that  Bottle [Philip  takes  up  a  Bottle 

ninth  a  ticket  to  it.,  and  is  going  off ,\ Bring  it 

back do  you  ufually  entertain  your  Company 

wiih  Tokay.,  Monfieur  ? 

PHILIP. 
I,  Sir,  treat  with  Wine  ! 

L  O  V  E  L. 
O  yes,  from  humble  Port  to  imperial  Tokaiy  too. 
Tes,  I  loves  Kokay.  [Mimicking  himfelf, 

PHILIP. 
How  \-^Jemmy^  my  Mailer  ! 
KITTY. 

Jemmy !  the  Devil ! 

G    2  PHILIP,' 


i^^MMM^lAi 
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PHILIP. 

Your  Honour  is  at  prefent  in  liquor  — But  in  the 
Morning,  when  your  Honour  is  recovered,  I  will 
fet  all  to  rights  again. 

L  O  V  E  L,  (Clanging  his  Countenance,  and  turning 
his  IVig.) 

We'll  kt  all  to  rights  now — There,  I  am  fober, 

at  your  Service What  have  you  to  fay  Philip  ? 

[Philip /^?-/j. J  You  may  well  llart Go,   get 

out  of  my  Sight. 

DUKE. 

Sir — I  have  not  the  Honour  to  be  known  to  you, 
but  I  have  the  Honour  to  ferve  his  Grace  the  Duke 

of 

L  O  V  E  L. 
And  the  Impudence   familiarly   to  afllime   his 
Title — Your  Gracfe  will  give  me  leave  to  tell  you, 

"  That  is  the  Door" And  if  you  ever  enter 

there  again,  I  afllire  you,  my  Lord  Duke,  I   will 

break  every  Bone  in  your  Grace's  Skin Begone 

1  beg  their  Ladyfliip's   pardon,  perhaps  they 

cannot  go  without  Chairs — Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 
FREEMAN. 
Ha,  ha,  ha  !  {Sir  Harry  Jieals  off. 

DUKE. 
Low-bred  Fellows!  {Exit. 

Lady     CHARLOTTE. 
'    I  thought  how  this  Vifit  would  turn  out.     {Exit. 
Lady     BAB. 
They  are  downright  Hottenpis.  [Exit. 

PHILIP    and    KITTY. 
I  hope  your  Honour  will  not  take  away  our 
Bread. 

L  O  V  E  L. 
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L  O  V  E  L. 

"  Five  Hundred  Pounds  will  fet  you  up  in  a 

"  Chocolate  Houfe You'll  fhine  in  the  Bar, 

**  Madam"  —  I  have  been  an  Eye-witnefs  of  your 
Roguery,  Extravagance,  and  Ingratitude. 
PHILIP     and     KITTY. 

Oh,  Sir Good  Sir! 

L  O  V  E  L. 
You,  Madam,    may  ftay   here  till  To-morrow 

Morning And  there.  Madam,  is  the  Book  you 

lent  me,    which  I  beg  you'll   read  "  Night  and 
*'  Morning  before  you  fay  your  Prayers." 
KITTY. 

I  am  ruin'd  and  undone. [Exif. 

L  O  V  E  L. 
But  you.  Sir,  for  your  Villainy,  and  (what  I 
hate  worfe)  your  Hypocrify,  fhall  not  flay  a  Mi- 
nute longer  in  this  Houfe  •,  and  here  comes  an 
honefl  Man  to  Ihew  you  the  Way  out — Your  Keys, 
Sir. \_Ph.\\ip  gives  the  Keys, 

Enter  Tom. 

^om^  1  refpedl  and  value  you — You  are  an  ho- 
neft  Servant,  and  fhall  never  want  Encouragement 
— Be  fo  good,   'Tom,  as  to  fee  that  Gentleman  out 

of  my  ¥ioK\k'\_Points  to  Philip] and  then  take 

Charge  of  the  Cellar  and  Plate. 
TOM. 
I  thank  your  Honour  -,  but  I  would  not  rife  on 
the  Ruin  of  a  Fellow-fervant. 
L  O  V  E  L. 
No  Remonflrances,  Tom  -,  it  fhall  be  as  I  fay, — 

PHILIP. 
What  a  curfed  Fool  havt  I  been  ? 

[^Exeunt  Servants^ 

L  Q  V  E  L. 


^ 
,2^ 
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L  O  V  E  L. 
Well,  Charles^   I  muft  chank  you  for  my  Frollck 

—It  has  been  a  wholfotne  one  to  me Have  I 

done  right  ? 

FREEMAN. 

Entirely No  Judge  could  have  determin'd 

better As  you  punifh'd  the  Bad,    it  was  but 

Juftice  to  reward  the  Good. -— 

L  O  V  E  L. 
A  faithful  Servant  is  a  worthy  Charader. 


FREEMAN. 

ceiv  e  too  mi 

L  O  V  E  L. 


And  can  never  receive  too  much  Encouragement' 


Right. 

FREEMAN. 

You  have  made  'Torn  very  happy. 

L  O  V  E  L. 
And  I  intend  to  make  your  Robert  fo  too- 


Every  honeft  Servant  fhould  be  made  happy. 
FREEMAN. 
But  what  an  infuffcrable  Piece  of  AfTurance  is  it 
in  fom.e  of  thefe  Fellows  to  affedt  and  imitate  their 
Mafter's  Manners  ? 

L  O  V  E  L. 

What  Manners  muft  thofe  be,  which  they  can 

imitate  ^ 

FREEMAN. 

True. 

L  O  V  E  L. 

If   Perfons    of   Rank  would  a(5t    up   to    their 

Standard,  it  would  be  impofTible  that  their  Servants 

could  ape  them — But  v/hen  they  affed  every  Thing 

that  is  ridiculous,  it  will  be  in  the  Power  of  any  low 

Creature  to  follow  their  Example. 

THE     END. 


Advertlfement. 

TH  E  Author  of  this  Piece,  who  is  nei- 
ther Mr.  Garrick  nor  Mr.  Newbery, 
begs  Leave  to  ohferve,  that  the  large  Body  of 
Men,  who  have  been  offended  at  the  Per- 
formance, are  by  no  means  the  principal  Per- 
fons  cenfured  in  it.  They  are  made  the 
Inftruments  of  conveying  the  Satire,  and 
therefore  it  is  not  unnatural  for  them  to  mif- 
take  the  Objed  of  it.  Proper  Juflice  has 
beerh  done  to  their  real  Merit,  by  the  fame 
Author,  in  an  Apology  for  them,  publifhed 
in  a  Six-penny  Pamphlet,  printed  for  Mr. 
Newberyy  under  the  Name  of  Oliver  Grey ; 
where  their  Caufe  is  vindicated,  and  the  Cha- 
rader  of  thofe  'Perfons  fet  forth,  who,  tho* 
placed  in  a  fuperior  Station  of  Life,  by  ading 
improperly  in  it,  afford  much  jufter  Matter 
for  Cenfure  and  Ridicule. 


0   y^-^- 
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Juft  Publiflicd, 

Price  ONE  SHILLING, 

The  Second  Edition  of 

THE     GUARDIAN. 

A    COMEDY   of  Two  Ads. 

As  it  is  performed  at  the 

Theatre    Royal    in    Drury-Lane, 

Printed  for  J.  Newbery,  at  the  Bible  and  Sun, 
in  St.  Paul's  Church- Yard. 
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^Townley,  James^ 

High  life  below  stairs 
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